
71>e mojl lament Me Tragcdic 

Ro'.Q God I haue snill diuiningfoule, 

Me thinkcsl feethce now.tHou art fo lo we, 

Asoncdead in the bottorae of a fombe, 

Either my eye- fight failesjbr thou looked pale. 

Rom. And truft racloue,in my eye fo do you: 

Drie for row drinkes our bloud. Adue,adue. 

Exit. 

^ In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thcefickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowmd for faitb?be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou >vilt not kcepc him long* 

But fend him backe. 

Enter Mother. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp< 

In, Who ift that calls? It is my Lady mother. 

3s fhe not downe folate or vp fo early? 

Whatvnaccuftomd caufe procures her hither i 
La. Why how now Inlieti 
In. Madam I am not well.. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Cozens death? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares? 

And if thou couldfl,thou couldft not make him liue: 
Therfore haue done,fome griefe fhewsmuchof loue. 

But much of grcefe,fhewes ftill fome want of wit. 

In, Y et let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lode. 

La. So fhall you feele the lofle,but notthc friend 
W hich you weepe for. 

In. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chute but eucr weepe the friend. 

La . W el gyrle,thou wcepft not fo much for his death; 

As that the villaine liues which flaughterdhim. 

In, What villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine %omeo. 

In. Villaine and he be many miles a funder : 

God padon,I do with all my heart: 

And yet no man like he, doth greeue my heart. 

La. That 
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La, That is becaufc the T raytor murderer hues,' 

In'. I Madamfi om the reach of thefe my hands: 
Would none but I might venge my Cozensdeath. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, He fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame bannifht runnagate doth liue, 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he (hall foone kcepc Tybalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

Iu. Indeed Ineuer fhall be fatisfied 
With Romeo ^ 1 behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poyfon,I would temper it: 

That Romeo fhould vpon rcceit thereof, 

Soonc fleepe in quiet. O how myheart abhors 
Toheare him namde and cannot cqme to him. 

To wreake theloue I bore my Cozen, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtetd him. 

Mo. Find thou the means,and lie find fuch a man# 
But now ilc tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

In. Andioy comes well m fuch aneedie time, 

What are they, befeech your Ladyfhip? 

M. Well,well,thou haft a carefull father child,. 
One who to put thee from thy heauines, 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy, 

That thou expefts not, nor I lookt not for. 

Iu. Madam in happie time, what day is that? 

M.^ Marrie my child, early next Thurfday morne, . 
The gallant .young, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Sain t Teters Church, 

Shall happily make t hee there a ioyfull Bride. 

/#. Now by S- Peters Church,and Teter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Biide. 

I wonder at this haftc,that I muft wed 
Ere he that fhould be husband comes to vvooc : 
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